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To the Author of che 


TR A GEDY N 


HIL E you the fierce divided Britons awe, 
And Cato, with an equal virtue, Un, 
While envy it rt/elf in wonder lo,, 
And fattions firive who ſhall applaud you m, 
Forgive the fond ambition of a friend, 
Who hopes himſelf, not you, to recommend ; 
And joins th' applauſe which all the learn'd beſtow 
On one, to whom a perfect work they owe. 
To my * light ſcenes I once inſcrib'd your name, 
And impotently ftrove to borrow fame: 6 
Soon will that die, which adds thy name to mine; 
Let me then live, join'd to a work of thine. | 
| eg Steele, 


1 0 Cat ſhines in Yirgils _ ſon % n 
OE laws among th' Ely/ian t ; 

Tho! 115 s verſe, exalted by his name, 
O'er gods themſelves has rais'd the hero's fame ; 
The Roman ſtage did ne' er his image Tee, 
Drawn at full length; a taſkreſery'd for thee.” 
By thee we view the finiſh'd figure riſe, 
And awful march before our raviſh'd eyes; 
We hear his voice, aſſerting virtue's cauſe'; ; 
His fate renew'd our deep attention draws, | 
Excites by turns our various hopes and fears, 
e | 


7% 


Tender huſband, deleted to Mr. Ai. 
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On Tiber's banks thy thought was firſt 8 855 Z 
"Twas there, to ſome indulgent grove retir'd, 

Rome's antient fortunes rolling in thy mind, * 
Thy happy muſe this manly work deſign!d; af 
Or in a dream thou ſaw t Rome's genius ſtand, 
And, leading Cato in his ſacred hand, 

Point out-th* immortal ſubjects of thy lays, 

And aſk this labour, to record his praiſe. 

"Tis done——the hero lives, and charms our age 
While nobler morals grace the Britiſb ſtage. 
Great Shakeſpear's ghoſt, the ſolemn ſtrain to hear, 
(Methinks I ſee the laurel'd ſhade appear !) 

Will hover o'er the ſcene; and wond' ring view: - 

His fav'rite Brutus rival'd thus by you. 

Such Roman greatneſs in each action ſhines, 

Such Roman.cloquence adorns your lines, 

That ſure the Sibi books this year foretold ; 

And in ſome myſtick leaf was ſeen inroll d, 


© Rome, turn thy mournful eyes from 4fric#'s ſhore, 


Nor in her ſands thy Cazo's tomb explore! 
When thrice fix hundred times the circling ſun 
His annual race ſhall thro' the zodiac run, 

An iſle remote his monument ſhall rear, 
And ey'ry generous Briton. pay a tear. 


J. Hughes. 


H A T do we ſee ! is Cato then become 
A greater name in Britain than in Rome? 
Does mankind now admire his virtues more, 
Tho' Lucan, Horaee, Virgil wrote before? 
How will poſterity this truth explain? 
« Cato begins to live in Auna s reign.;.” 
The world's great chiefs in council or in arms, 
. . Riſe in your lines with more exalted charms ; 
Tlluftrious deeds in diſtant nations wrought, 
And virtues by departed heroes taught; 
Raiſe in your ſoul a pure immortal flame, 
Adorn your life, and conſecrate your fame; 
n dnt age BE 


any 
To your renown all ages dn bed 
And Cz/ar fought, en oo for you: 


All Souls Golly; Edward 2 


Oxon . 


. IS. nobly done thus to enrich the lage, | 
And raiſe the thoughts of a degen'rate age, 
To ſhow, how endleſs joys from freedom ſpring ; 
How life in bondage isa worthleſs thing. | 
The inborn greatneſs of your ſoul we view, 
You tread the paths frequented by the few. 
With ſo much — you write, and fo much eaſe, 
Virtue, and ſenfe l how durſt you hope to pleaſe ? 
Yet crowds the ſentiments of ev'ry line 
Impartial clap'd, and own'd the . divine. 
Ev'n the ſour Ar who malicious came, 
Eager to cenſure, and reſolv'd to blame, 
Finding a e hero regularly riſe, | 
Great white he lives, but greater, when he dies, 
Sullen approv' obſtinate to melt, | 
And ficken'd with the pleaſures, which they | ele, 
Not ſo the fair their paſſions ſecret kept, 
Silent they heard, but as they heard, they wept 
When gloriouſly the blooming Marcus dy'd, 
And Cato told the gods, Pm /atisf5'd. n 
See ! how your lays the Britiſ youth inflame 5 
They long to ſhoot, and ripen into fame. 
Applauding theatres diſturb their reſt,” _ 
And unborn Cato: heave in ev'ry breaſt. | 
Tom nightly dreams, their daily thoughts repeat, 
es high with fancy'd glories beat. 
95 griev d to view the Marathonian ſpoils, 
The young Themiftacles vow d equal toils ; * 
Did 3 is ſchemes of future honours draw 
From the long triumphs which with tears he ſaw: 
How ſhall J your unrival'd worth 
Loſt in the ſpreading circle of your ame ! | 
2 ſaw you the great W;/liam's praiſe . 


ee W 8 
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(mi) 


We heard at diſtance ſoft, enchanting ſtrains, 


From blooming mountains, and Talian plains. 1d 
Virgil began in Englißb dreſs to ſhine, _ 


His voice, his looks, his grandeur till divine: 


From him too ſoon unfrieydly you withdrew, .- 8 

But brought the tuneful Ovid to our view. | 

Then, the delightful theme of ev'ry tongue, 

Th' immortal Marlb'rouegh was your daring ſong, ' 

From clime to clime the mighty victor flv“, 

From clime to clime as ſwiftly you purſue. 

Still with the hero's-glow'd the poet's flame, 

Still with his conqueſts you enlarg'd your fame. 8 
With boundleſs raptures here the muſe cou'd A 

And on your Roſamond for ever dwell : A 

There op'ning ſweets, and ev'ry fragrant TE r 

Luxuriant ſmile, a never fading bowr. | 

Next human follies kindly to expoſe, 

You change from numbers, but not fink in. proſe 
Whether in viſionary ſcenes. you play, 

Refine our taſtes, or laugh our erimes away. 

Now, by the bufkin'd muſe you ſhine confeſt, 

The patriot kindles in the poet's breaſt. DITA, A 
Such energy of ſenſe might pleaſure raiſe; 9:1) 0 30/7 + * 
Tho'. unembelliſh'd-with the charms of phraſe- 39112 | 
Such charms of phraſe would with ſucceſs be crown 'd, 

Tho' nonſenſe flow'd in the melodious ſound, | 

The chaſteſt virgin needs no bloſhes fear. 

The learn'd themſelves, not —— herr. ö 

The libertine, in pleaſures us'd to roul, A 

And idly ſport with an immortal foul, ; 

Here comes, and by the virtuous Heathen taught, [ 

Turns pale, and trembles at the dreadful thought, | bg i 
Whene er you traverſe vaſt Numidia's plains, 


W bat ſluggiſh Briton in his iſle remains: 


When Juba ſeeks the tiger with delight, 
We beat the thicket, and provoke the fight. 


By the A warm'd, we fondly ſweat, 


And in the chilling caſt- wind pant with heat. 
W hat eyes behold not, how 15 freamr refine, 


TY 


( 


While hurricanes in circling eddier pla, 7 7 
Tear up the ſands, and Hanf whole plains i; 
Me ſhrink with horror, and confeſs our fear, 


And all the ſudden ſounding ruin hear. | 
When purple robes, diſtain d with blood, deceive, 
And make poor Marcia beautifully grieve, _ 
When ſhe her ſecret thoughts no more conceals, 
Forgets the woman, and her flame reveals, | 
Well may the prince exult with noble pride, 

Not for his Libyan crown, but Roman bride. 

But I in vain on fingle features dwell, 

While all the parts of the fair piece excel. 

So rich the ſtore, ſo dubious is the feaſt, - _ 

We know not, which to paſs, or which to taſte. 
The ſhining incidents fo juſtly fall, | 
We may the whole, new ſcenes of tranſport call. 
Thus jewellers confound our wand'ring eyes, 
And with variety of gems ſurpriſe. 

Here Sapphires, here the Sardian flone is ſeen, 
The Topaz yellow, and the Jaſper green. ' 
The coſtly Brilliant there, confus'dly bright, | 
From num'rous ſurfaces darts trembling light. | 
The different colours mingling in a blaze, ; 
Silent we ſtand, unable where to praiſe, | 
In pleaſure ſweetly loſt ten thouſaud ways. 


Trinity College, ? WE Eaſden. 


O O long hath h auch Britannia's ſtage, _ 
And ſunk to ſoftneſs all our tragic rage: * 
By that alone, did empires fall or riſe, | 
And fate depended on a fair one's eyes: 
The ſweet infectiqn mixt with dang'rous art, 1 
Debas'd our manhood, while it ſooth'd the heart. 
| You ſcorn to raiſe a grief thy ſelf muſt blame, 
Nor from our weakneſs ſteal a vulgar fame: 
A patriot's fall may juſtly melt the ming, 5 
And tears flow nobly, ſhed for all mankind. 
How do our ſouls with gen'rous pleaſure glow ! 
Our hearts exulting, while our eyes o'erflow, 


A 4 


When thy firm hero ſtands beneath the weight 


— 


(' viii ) 


Of all his fufferings venerably great; 

Rome's poor remains fill ſhelt*ring by his fide, 
With conſcious virtue, and becoming pride. 
The aged oaked thus rears his head in air, 

His ſap exhauſted, and his branches bare, 
Midſt ſtorms and earthquakes he maintains his flate, 
Fixt deep in earth, and faſten'd by his weight: | 
His naked beoghs ſtill lend the ſhepherds aid, 
And his old trunk projects an awful ſhade. 

Amidſt the joys triumphant peace beftows, 
Our patriots ſadden at his glorious woes, 
A while they letthe world's great bufineſs wait, 
Anxious for Rome, and ſigh for Cato's fate. 
Here taught how antient heros roſe to famo, 
Our Brifors crowd; and catch the Roman flame, 
Where ſtates and ſenates well might lend an ear, 
And kings and prieſts without a bluſh appear. 

France boaſts no more, but, fearful to engage, 
Now firſt pays homage to her rival's ſtage, 
Haſtes to learn thee, and learning ſhall ſubmit 
”m—_ to Britsh arms, and Britgh wit: 

o more ſhe'll-wondef, (fore'd to do us right) 
Who think like Rezzans, could like Roman: fight, 

Thy Oxford {miles this glorious work to ſee, 
And fondly triumphs in a fon like thee. 
The fenates, conſuls, and the gods of Romer, 
Like old acquaintance at their native home, 


In thee we find each deed, each word expreſt, 


And every thought that ſwell'd a Roman breaſt. 


Me trace each hint that could thy ſoul inſpire 


With Virgil's judgment, and with Lucan's fire; 
We know thy worth, and give us leave to boaſt, 


We moſt admire, becauſe we know thee moſt. 
Queens College, 7550. Tickell. 


Oxon. 
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HEN your gen'rous labour felt view d, 

And Cato's hands in his own _ imbra 1d 
That᷑ ſeene of death ſo terrible a | "A 
My ſoul could only thank you with — tears. 
Yet with ſuch wohd'rous art your {kilful hand 
Does all the paſſions of the ſoul command. 

That ev'n my grief to praiſe and wonder ln ns 
And envy'd the great death which firſt I mourn'd. N 
What pen but yours couꝰd draw the doubtful . 

Of honour ſtruggling with the love of l | 

Deſcribe the patriot obſtinately ic th. ang | 

As hov'ring o'eretermity ot 16 

The wi wide, th drying 4 ocean lay before we 

His piercing ſight; and heavy the diſtant ſhore.” 10% 
— of endleſs Viſs,' with'fearleſs eyes, 0 | 


ſps the dagger, und its point dees, 

| bp of life to march the glorious | 
2 would old Rome rejoice to hear you * * 
Hoy juſt het pattiot liv d. ho great he fell ! 

- Recount his wond'rous probiry'a and trut , 
And form new Fyba"s in t r yourh, 
Their gen'rdus foils, when he reſigns his breath, 
Are pleas'd with fuin, and in love with death; 
And when her conqu'ring ſword Britamia aa, 
Reſolve to periſli, ot defènd her cauſz. 
Now firſt on Aion theatre we ſee, 

A perſect 1 man ſhould be: 

The be gboribes ntucter is now expreſt. 


= ney in a human breaſt, 


- 
* 4 


wn at fu length by your immortal lines, 175 
Cato's ſoul, as in ber hun, ſhe ſhines. 


Al} Souls College, | | 1 
Oxon, © | Sil 4g ; "gb en 
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oft ßer 


85 4 iich Ae ene . 

N O Wwe may ſpeak. ſince Cato ſpeaks r 
'Tis praiſe at length, "twas; rapture all befare; 

When crowded theatres With los FORE 01 135 15 

Sent to the ſies, from hence thy genius ſprungg 

Ev'n civil a while in thine was loſt ;,- vw» 201 

And factions ſtrove but to applaud thee moſt;;.,,. ' - + 

Nor could enjoy ment pall dur M JHV. 

t 8 


As when old Rams, in a malignant houurtrt. 
uric 24 


Her debt of triumph to the dead diſcharg'd, -.-,. -, | 


: So in thy pompous lines has Cate far d. 7 


So vaſt a pile on ſuch foundations plac'd 
Like Ammon's temple rear d on Libye's waſte :, , | >, - 
Behold its glowing paint I its eaſy weight! 
Its nice proportions !,'and\ffupendous height! 
How chaſt the conduct] how divine the rage! 
A Roman worthy on a Grecian ſtage e 
But where ſhall Cato's praiſe begin or . 1 
Inclin'd to melt, and yet untaught to ben nns 
The firmeſt patriot, and the gentleſt friend? 
- How great his genius, when the traytor croujd 
Ready to ſtrike the blow their fury vow'd * 
| Quell'd by his look and liſt ning to his lore, 
Learn like his paſſions to rebel no more ! 
When, laviſh of his boiling blood, to prove 
The cure of flaviſh life, and lighted love, 


Brave 


(i) | * 1 


Brave Marcus now in early death appears, © + 
While Cato counts his wounds, and not his years ; 
Who, checking private grief the publick mourns, 
Commands the pic he ſo greatly ſcorns. 
But when he ſtrikes (to crown — us part) 
That honeſt, ſtaunch, impracticab e heart; 
No tears, no ſobs purſue his parting breath; 
The dying Roman ſhames the pomp of death. 
O ſacred freedom, which the powers beſto w- 

To ſeaſon bleſſings, and to ſoften woe; 
Plant of our growth, and aim of all our cares, 
The toil of ages, and the crown of wars: 
If, taught by thee, the poet's wit has flow'd. 
In trains as precious as his hero's blood ; 
Preſetve thoſe ſtrains an everlaſting charm H 
| To keep that blood, and thy remembrance warm: 
Be this thy guardian image ſtill ſecure 
In vain ſhall force invade, or fraud allure ; 
Our great Palladium ſhall perform its part, 

Fix'd and enſhrin'd in every Britiſb heart. 


HE mind to virtue is by verſe ſabda'd ; 
And the true poet is a publick good. 
This Britain feels, while by your lines infpir'd, 
Her free born ſons to glorious thoughts are fir d. 
In Rome had you eſpous'd the vanquiſh'd cauſe, 
Inflam'd her bans and upheld her laws ; 
Your manly ſcenes had liberty reſtor'd, 
And giv'n the juſt ſucceſs to Cato's ſword ! 


Oer Cæſar's arms your genius had prevaiP'd ; * 
And the muſe triumph'd, where the patriot fail d. 
AY ++"; "<p pity 


- 


. 


rok. 
By Mr. P 0 P E. 5 
Spoken by Mr. WILKS. 


& 5 O wake the foul by tender ſtrokes of art, 
To raiſe the genius, and to mend the heart, 
i To make mankind in conſcious virtue bold, 
i Live o'er each ſcene, and be what they behold : 
i For this the tragick-muſe firſt trod the flage, 
Commanding tears to flream thro" every age; 
Tyrants no more their ſavage nature kept, 
Aud foes to virtue wonder'd how they wept. 
Our author hun by wulgar ſprings to move 
The hero's glory, er the wirgin's love ; 
ji In pitying love we but our weakneſs ſhow, 
| And wild ambition well deſerves its woe. 
Here tears ſhall flow from à more gen rous cauſe, 
Such, tears as patriots ſhed for dying laws : 
He bids your breaſt with antient ardour riſe, | 
And calls forth Roman drops from Britiſh eyes, 5 FU 
Virtue confafs'd in human ſhape he draws, 
What Plato thought, and god-hike Cato was : 
No common objeds to your fight diſplays, _ 
But what with pleaſure heav'n itſelf ſurveys ; 
A brave man firuggling in the 2 of fate, 
And greatly falling with a falling fiate ! _ 
While Cato gives his little ſenate laws, _ 
What boſom beats not in his country's cauſe ? 0 
Whe ſecs him aft, but envies c ty deed? © | TY & 
Who beats him groan, and does not wiſh to bleed ? Wy 
En when proud Cæſar midſt triumphal cars, 
The ſpoils of nations, and the pomp of wars, 
Tgnobly vs in, and impotently great, 
Shew'd Rome her Cato's figure drawn in flate, 
ber dead father's rev'rend image paſi, 
he hemp was darken'd, and the day o ercaſt, 
The triumph ceas d tears guſb d from ev'ry eye, 
be world's great victor paſt unhteded by ; 


5 
4 
| 


Her 


TS IO 


Her laſt good man dtjeced Rome ador'd,.. 
n Cato Ae. 


Britons attend : Be worth like this approv'd, 
And ſhew you have the virtue to be m d. 
With 5021 Korn the firſt fam d Cato wiew'd 
Rome learning arts from Greece, whom foe Ho SORES 
Our ſcene precariouſly 1 too lng 
Oz French tranſlation and ong. | 
Dare to have ſenſe your ſelves ; affert the tage, 
Be juftly warm'd with your own native rage. 
Such plays alone ſhould pleaſe a Britiſh car, 
As Cato e Bear. 


14 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


CATO. Mr. Booth, 


| Lucius, a ſenator. {1 Mr. Keen. 
Sempronius, a ſenator. 5 Mr. Mills. As 
Juba, ahince of Namilia. Mr. Wilks. 

Syphax, general of the Numidians. Mr. Cibber, 

Portius, Mr. Poavell. 

Marcus, _ wt N | Mr. Ryan, 

Decius, enbaſſb fo Colar. 4 M\ Kr, Bowman ; 

inne, Gu . &e. 


WOMEN. 


Marcia, daughter to Cato: : Mrs. Olaß eld. 

Lucia, daughter to Lucius. Mrs. Porter. 

SCENE, 4 large hall in the governor's palace of 
Utica, | 


Note, the Lines mark'd thus * are re generally left out 
in the Repreſentation. 
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A C 1. SCENE 15 


Poncius, Mazcvs. 4 
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HE dawn is rank the morning Jow' 1. 
And heavily in clouds brings on the day, 
The great, th' important day, big with the fate 
Of Cato and of Ron: our father's death 
Would fill u all the guilt of civil ar, * 
And cloſe the ſeene of. d Already Ceſar 
+ Has ravaged more than half the globe, and es 
Mankind grown thin by is deſtractive word: 
Should he go further numbers would be TOE: 
To form new battles, / and ſupport his crimes. PRAC. 
Ye gods what havock does ambition h In 10 


Among your works! | + ode s.1 
Marc. Thy ſteddy temper, f &tc\ 10% 

Can look on guilt, Abellian fraud, and C. 1 0 172 

In the calm lights of mild-philoſophy.z 17 14nd s 


I'm tortur'd, even to madneſs, when I think s 18 
On the proud viRtor : evry time ene r 
Pbarſalia riſes to my view 1 Bo Eno aol x 
Th inſulting tyrant prancing cler the feld. 

Strow'd with Rome's citizens, and drench'd in ub 
His horſe's hoofs wet with patrician blood“! 
Oh Portius, is there not ſome choſen curſe, | 
Some hidden thunder in the ſtores of heay'ng , | 
Red with uncommon wrath, to blaſt the man, 


Fo owe ks grenade cou jet f 5 
'ory 


2 CAT O. 
Por. Believe me, Marcus, tis an impious 
And mix'd with too much horror to be envy d. 
How does the luſtre of our father's actions, 
Through the dark cloud of ills that cover him, 
Bteak out, and burn with more triumphant brightn 61 
His ſuff rings ſhine, and ſpread a glory round him. 
Sreatly unfortunate, he fights the cauſe 
Of honour, virtue, liberty, and Rome. © 
His ſword ne'er fell but on the guilty head; 
Opprefſion, tyranny, and power uſurp'd, 
w all the vengeance of his arm upon 'em. 
Marc. Who knows not this ? But what can Cato do 
Againſt a world, a baſe degen rate world, 
That courts the yoke, band bows the neck to Ceſar ? 
Pent up in Utica, he vainly forms 


— - 


A poor epitome of Renu greatneſs, 1 '! 7 ws 1 | 


And, cover'd with We ards, directe 
A feeble army, and an — 0 
Remnants of mighty battles fought — 1 
By heav'ns, ſuch virtaes, join'd with ſuch meceß, 
Diſtract my very ſoul *- Our fathers fortune 
Would almoſt tempt us to renounce! his pre * 26H 
Por. Remember what bur father oft has told us: 
The Ways of heav'u are dark and i intricate 2 11 blo one 
Puzzled in mazes, and perplex d wich error oT 
Our underſtanding traces em in vin, 2 2 
Loſt and bewilder'd in the fruitleſs nch 12 A 
Nor ſees with how) much art the pigs uo, * 
Nor where the regular confuſiom ends. of; 2 
Marc. Theſe areſuggeſtions of a 8 ab enſe 901 
Oh Portius 7didft chou taſte but half the grief: 'L 


That wring my ſollj thou cou dſt not tile thus colds) 


Paſſion unpity d, and ſuccefsleſs love: 


Plant daggers in ny heart, aud aggravate 0 mr 
My other griefs:'' Were but my Lucia kind "EO 2 
Por. Thou ſeeſt not that thy is thy-rival'. d 21 
But I muſt hide it, for I know thy'temper.. . . Tas. 


Now, Mareen, now, thy virtue's on the proof: 
Put forth chy utmoſt ſtrength, work ev'ry pen = 
And call up all thy father in thy ſoul: _ > 67 W 
To quell the tyrant love, and guard thy heart | 


[ 


. 


4 ©. 
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FL ee Aire.” Ce. 


On this weak ſide; where moſt our nature fails, 
Would be a conqueſt abel Cato's ſon. 175 
Marc. Portius, the counſel which I cannot take, 

Inſtead of healing, but upbraids my weakneſs. 

Bid me for honour plunge into a war 888 

Of thickeſt foes, and ruſh on certain death, 

Then ſhalt thou ſee that Marcus is not ſlow 

To follow glory, and confeſs his father. 

Love is not to be reaſon'd down, or loſt 

In high ambition, and a thirſt of greatneſs ; 

'Tis ſecond life, it grows into the ſoul, 

Warms ev'ry vein, and beats in ev'ry pulſe, 

I feel ithere : My reſolution melts— 

Por Behold young Juba, the Namidian prince! 

With how much care he forms himſelf to glory, 

And breaks the fiereeneſs of his native temper 

To copy out our father's bright example. 

He loves our filter Marcia, greatly loves her, 

His eyes, his looks, his actions all betray it: 

But till the ſmother'd fondneſs burns within him. 

When moſt it ſwells, and labours for a vent, | 

The ſenſe of honour and deſire of fame | 

Drive the big paſſion back into his heart. 

What! ſhall an Jfican, ſhall Fabe's heir 

Reproach great Cato's ſon, and ſhew the world 

A virtue wanting in a Roman ſoul ? Mb DES 
Marc. Portius, no more ! your words leave ſtings 

behind 'em. 1 | 

When-e'erdid Juba, or did Portius ſhew 

A virtue that has caſt me at a diſtance, 

And thrown me out in the purſuits of honour f 
Por. Marcus, I know thy gen'rous temper well; 

Fling but th* appearance of diſhonour on it, 

It ſtraight takes fire, and mounts into a blaze. * 
Marc. A brother's ſuff' rings claim a brother's pity. 
Por. Heav'n knows I pity thee : behold my eyes 

Ev'n whilſt I ſpeak—do they not ſwim in tears? 

Were but my heart as naked to thy view, 

Marcus would ſee it bleed in his behalf, 


_ 


/ 


Marc. Why then doſt treat me with rehukes, inſtead 

Of kind condoling cares, and friendly forrow ?  _-, 

Por. O Marcus, did I know the way to caſe os 5 
* 
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Thy troubled heart, and mitigate thy pains, 

Marcus believe me, I could die to do it. | 
Marc. Thou beſt of brothers, and thou beſt of friends 

Pardon a weak diſtemper'd ſoul, that ſwells 

With _ guſts, and _ as ſoon in calms, 

The ſport of paſſions :—But Sempronius comes: 

He muſt not find this ſoftneſs hanging on me. [ Exit. 


SCENE II. 
\ Enter Sempronius. 


Semp. Conſpiracies no ſooner ſhould be form'd 
Than executed. What means Portius here? 
T like not that cold youth. I muſt diſſemble, 
And ſpeak a language foreign to my heart,  [ Aft. 


Sempronius, Portius. 


Good morrow, Portius ! let us once embrace, 
Once more embrace ; whilſt yet we both are free. 
To morrow ſhou'd we thus expreſs our friendſhip, 
Each might receive a ſlave into his arms; 
This ſun perhaps, this morning ſun's the laſt, 
That eerfhall riie on Roman liberty. 
Por. My father has this morning call'd together 
To this poor hall his little Roman ſenate, 
(The leavings of Pharſalia) to conſult 
If yet he can oppoſe the mighty torrent : 
That bears down Rome, and all her gods, before it, 
Or muſt at length give up the world to Cæſar. 
Semp. Not all the pomp and majeſty of Rome © 
Can raiſe her ſenate more than Cato's preſence. 
His virtues render our afſembly awful | 
They ſtrike with ſomething like religious fear, 
And make ev'n Ce/ar tremble at the head 
Of armies fluſh'd with conqueſt. O my Portius, 
Could I but call that wond'rous man my father, 
Wou'd but thy ſiſter Marcia be propitious 
To thy friend's vows, I might be bleſs'd indeed ! 
Por. Alas ! Sempronius, wou dſt thou talk of love 


To Marcia, whilſt her father's life's in danger? 
; Thou 
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Thou might'ſt as well court the pale trembling veſtal, 
When ſhe beholds the holy flame expiring. 

Semp. The more 1 ſee the wonders of thy race, 
The more I'm charm'd. Thou muſt heed, my 

Portius, We, 

The world has all its eyes on Cato's ſon. 
Thy father's merit ſets thee up to view, 
And ſhews thee in the faireſt point of light, 
To make thy virtues, or thy faults, conſpicuous. 

Por. Well doſt thou ſeem to check my ling'ring here 
On this important hour Il trait away, a 
And while the fathers of the ſenate meet | 
In cloſe debate to weigh the events of war, 
I'll animate. the ſoldiers drooping courage, 
With love of freedom, and contempt of life : 
I'll thunder in their ears their country's cauſe, 
And try ta rouſe up all that's Remax in em. 
*Tis not in mortals to command ſucceſs, 
But we'll do more, Sempronius ; we'll deſerve it. [Exit. 


Sempronius nt. 


Curſe on the ſtripling ! how he apes his fire ? 
 Ambigouſly ſententious but I wonder 

Old Syphax comes not; his Namidian genius 
Is well diſpoled to miſchief, were he prompt 
And eager on it ; but he muſt be ſpurr'd, 

And ey'ry moment quicken'd to the courſe. 

— Cato has us'd me ill: He has refuſed 

His daughter Marcia to my ardent vows. 
Beſides, his baffled arms and ruin'd cauſe 

Are bars to my ambition. Cæſar's favour, 
That ſhow'rs down greatneſs on his friends, will raiſe 


me 
To Rome's firſt honours. If Igive up Cato, 


I claim in my reward his captive daughter. 
But Syphax comes !— | 


$CEN'E 


6 TA TD. 
SCENE M. 


Syphax, Sempronius - 


Syph. Sempronius, all is ready, 1 1 is þ 
Fve ſounded my Numidians, man by man, | 
And find em ripe for a revolt: They all 
Complain aloud of Cato's diſcipline, + 1 
And wait but the command to change their maſter. 
Semp. Believe me, Syphax, there's no time to waſte x 
Even whilſt we ſpeak our conqueror comes on, 
And gathers ground upon us ev'ry moment. 
Alas I thou know'ſt not Cæſar's active ſoul, 
With what a dreadful courſe he ruſhes on 
From war to war: In vain has nature form'd 
Mountains and oceans to oppoſe his paſſage 3 
| He bounds o'er all, victorious in his march z 
= The Alps and Pyreneans fink before him, 
| Through winds and waves, and ftorms he works his way, 
Impatient for the battle: One day more 
ll Will ſet the victor thund'ring at our gates. | 
Bunt tell me, haſt thou yet drawn oer young Juba ? a 
| That ſtill would recommend thee more to Cæſar, 
| And challenge better terms. | 
| Syph, Alas ! he's loſt, | 
He's loſt Sempronivs ; all his thoughts are full 
Of Cato's virtues—but I'll try once more 
(For ev'ry inſtant I expect him here) 
q If yet I can ſubdue thoſe ſtubborn principles 
2.» Of faith, of honour, and I know not what, 
That have corrapted his Numidian temper, 
And ſtruck th' infection into all his ſoul. 
Semp. Be ſure to preſs upon him ev'ry motive. 
FT uba's ſurrender, fince his father's death, 
Would give up Africh into Cæſar's hands, 
And make him lord of half the burning zone. 
Syph. But is it true, Sempronivs, that your ſenate 
Is call'd together] gods ! thou mult be cautious !. 
Cato has piercing eyes, and will diſcern 


* 
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Our frauds, unleſs they re cover d thick with art. 
Semp. Let me alone, good Syphax, Ill conceal 
My thoughts in 2 tis the ſureſt way) 
I'll bellow out for Rome and for my country, 
And mouth at Cæſar till I ſhake the ſenate. 
Your cold hypocriſy's a ſtale device, | 
A worn. out trick :-would'ft thou be thought in earneſt ? 
Clothe thy feign'd zeal in rage, in fire, in fury . 
Sypb. In troth, thou'rt able to inſtruct grey-haire, 
And teach the wily African deceit ! 7 
Semp. Once more, be ſure to try thy ſkill on Jula. 
Mean while I'll haſten to my Romas ſoldiers, 1 
Inflame the mutiny, and underhand N 
Blow up their diſcontents, till they break out 
Unlook'd for, and diſcharge ves on Cate, 
Remember, Syphax, we muſt work in haſte: 
O think what anxious moments paſs between 
The birth of plots, and their laſt fatal periods, 
Oh ! 'tis a dreadful interval of time 
Fill'd up with horror all, and big with death ! 
Deſtruction hangs on ev'ry word we ſpeak, 
On ev'ry thought, till the coneluding ſtroke 


Determines all, and cloſes our deſign. [Exits 
| e 
Til try if yet I can reduce to reaſon 


This head-ftrong youth, and make him ſpurn at Cato. 
The time is ſhort, Cæſar comes ruſhing on us  _ 


But hold! young Fube ſees me, and approaches, 
SCENE IV. 


fa Juba, Syphax. 


Tub. Syphax, I joy to meet thee thus alone. 
J have obſerved of late thy looks are fall'n, 
O'ercaft with gloomy cares and diſcontent ; | 1 
Then tell me, Syphax, I conjure thee, tel me, | + 
What are the thoughts that knit thy brow in frowns, - 


And turn thine eye thus coldly on thy prince? $43. 
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CCALTTEO. 
_ S$yph. Tis not my talent to conceal my thou 
Or os ſmiles and ſun-ſhine in my 4 quit 
When diſcontent fits heavy at my heart. 
I have not yet ſo much the Roman in me, 
Jub. Why doſt thou caſt out ſuch ungen rous term 
Againſt the lords and ſoy'reigns'of the world ? 2G 
Doſt thou not ſee mankind fall down before them, 
And own the force of their ſuperior virtue? 
Is there a nation in the wilds of 4/+:c4, 
Amidſt our barren rocks, and burning ſands, 
That does not tremble at the Roman name? 
Syph. Gods !-where's the worth that ſets this people up 
Above our own Numidia's tawny ſons ! 1 
Do they with tougher ſinews bend the bow ? | 
Or flies the jav'lin ſwifter to its mark, | | 4 
Launch'd from the vigour of a Roman arm 55.4 | 
Who like our active African inſtructs * | 
The fiery ſteed, and trains him to his hand ? 32 
Or guides in troops th-embattled elephant, 
Loaden with war ? theſe, theſe are arts, my Prince, 
In which your Zama does not ſtoop to Rome. 
JFub. Theſe all are virtues of a meaner rank, 
perfections that are plac'd in bones and nerves. L 
A Roman ſoul is bent on higher views: ap 
To civilize the rude unpoliſh'd world, 
And lay it under the reſtraint of laws; 
To make man mild, and ſociable to man; 
To cultivate'the wild licentious ſavage 
With wiſdom, diſcipline, and lib'ral arts; 
The embelliſhments of life: Virtues like theſe, 
Make human nature ſhine, reform the ſoul, 
And break our fierce barbarians into men. 
Syph. Patience, kind heav'ns !—excuſe an old mart's 
warmth. 
What are theſe wond'rous civilizin arts, 
This Roman poliſh, and this ſmoot behaviour, 
That render man thus tractable and tame? 
Are they not only to diſguiſe our paſſions, 
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To ſet our looks at variance with our thoughts, „en : 

To check the ſtarts and ſallies of, the ſoul, I: 21:4: 08 ] 

And break off all its commerce with the tongue; ( 
In 
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In ſhort, to change us into other creatures, 
Than what our nature and the gods defign'd us?? 
Jab. To ſtrike theedumb : Turn up thy eyes to Cato / 
There may ſt thou ſee to what a godlike height 
The Roman virtues lift up mortal man. 
While good, and juſt, and anxious for his friends, 
He's ſtill ſeverely bent againſt himſelf; | 
Renouncing ſleep, and reſt, and food, and eaſe, 
He ftrives with thirſt and hunger, toil and heat, 
And when his fortune ſets before him all 
The pomps and pleaſures that his ſoul can wiſh, 
His rigid — 1 will accept of none. | 
Syph. Believe 


ieve me, prince, there's not an African 

That traverſes our vaſt Numidian deſarts 

In queſt of prey, and lives upon his bow, 

But better practiſes theſe boaſted virtues. - 

Coarſe are his meals, the fortune of the chace, 

Amidſt the running ſtream he flakes his thirſt, 

Toils all the day, and at th' approach of night 

On the firſt friendly bank he throws him down, 

Or reſts his head upon a rock till morn : 

Then riſes freſh, purſues his wonted game, 

And if the following day he chance to find 

A new repaſt, or an untaſted ſpring, 

Bleſſes his ſtars, and thinks it luxury. | 
Fub. Thy prejudices, Syphax, won't diſcern 

What virtues grow from ignorance and choice, 

Nor how the hero differs from the brute. 

But grant that others cou'd with equal glory 

Look down on pleaſares, and the baits of ſenſe ; _ 

Where ſhall we find the man that bears affliction, 

Great and majeſtick in his griefs, like Cato? © 

* Heav'ns ! with what ſtrength, what ſteadineſs of mind, 

He triumphs in the midſt of all his ſuff' rings! 

How does he riſe againſt a load of woes 

And thank the gods that throw the weight upon him 
6 177 N pride, rank pride, and lacghtinef of 
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I think the Romans call it Stoici/m.” LY 

Had not your royal father thought ſo highly 

Of Roman virtue, and of Cato's cauſe; 
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Ile had not fall'n by a flave's hand, inglorious: 
3 Nor would his ſlaughter'd army now have lain 
On Africt's ſands, disfigur'd with their wounds, 
To gorge the wolves and vultures of Numidia. 
Jab. Why doſt thou eall my ſorrows up afreſh? _ 
My father's name brings tears into my eyes. 
Spb. Oh, that you'd profit by your father's ills! 
Fab. What wou'd'ft thou have me do? 
| Syph. Abandon Cato. 
| Fub. Syphax, I ſhou'd be more than twice an orphan 
| * ſuch a loſs. 
Ay, there's the tie that binds you ! 
Youlong to call him father. Marcia's. charms 
Work in your heart unſeen, and plead for Cats,” 5 
No wonder you are deaf to all I ay, _ 2 
Jiu. Opbar, you zeal becomes importunate; 
I've hitherto pe it to rave, | 
; And talk en t learn to keep it in, 
; Leſt it lat large; more freedom than I'll give it. 
Spb. Sir, your great father never us'd me thus. 
Alas, he's dead ! But can you e'er forget 
The tender ſorrows and the pangs of nature, 
{i The fond embraces, and repeated bleſſin 
> Which you drew from him in your laſt 2 
Still muſt I cheriſh the dear, ſad remembrance, 
* 2 once to Arte and to pleaſe my ſoul. 
The d king at ng wrung my hand, 
(His 5 af of 3 hing cry d, 
Pr'ythee be careful of my ſon ! his grief 
Swell'd up ſo high he could not utter more. 
Fub, Alas, thy [Ine melts away my wo. 
| 'That beſt of fathers! how ſhall I diſc 
The gratitude and duty. which I owe him 1 25 
Syph. By laying up his counſels in your heart. 
Fub. His counſels bade me yield to thy directions: 
Then,  Syphax, chide. me in ſevereſt terms, 
Vent all thy paſſion, and L'Il ſtand its ſhock, 
| Calm and unruffled as a ſummer-ſea, 
When not a breath of wind flies o'er it's ſurface. * 4 * 


Sb. Alas, my . is n your ſafety, An 
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Jab. I do believe thou wou dt: but tell me how? 
1 Fly from the fate that follows C.e/ar's foes, 
| . My — ſcorn' d to do it. 
= And therefore dy'd. 
Fub. Better to die ten thouſand thouſand FEES 


Than wound my r 
% 5 D N 4 is” 

1 ax, I've nate to erve m temper, 
wi, in on 45 to conſeſs a flame, 1 * 
I long have ſtifled, and wou'd fain ayes wh low 

Syah. Believe me, prince, tho? to conquer 
Teal to divert and break its force: 
Abſence might cure it, or a ſecond miſtreſs 
Light up another flame, and put out this. 
The glowing dames of Zama's royal court 
Have faces fluſht with more exalted charms ; 
The ſun that rolls his chariot o'er their heads, 
Works up more fire and colour in their cheeks: 
Were you with theſe, my prince, you'd ſoon forget 
The pale, unripen'd beauties of the North. 

Fub. Tis not a ſet of features, or complexion, 
The tincture of a ſkin that J admire: 
Beauty ſoon grows familiar to the lover, 


$ Fades in his-eye, and palls upon the ſenſe. 


The virtuous Marcia tow*rs above her ſex? 

Trae, ihe is fair, (oh, how divinely fair !) 

But ſtill the lovely maid improves her charms, 

With inward greatneſs, unaffected wiſdom, 

And ſanctity of manners. Cato's ſoul | 

Shines out in every thing ſhe acts or ſpeaks, 

While winning mildneſs and attractive ſmiles 

Dwell in her looks, and with becoming grace 

Soften the * of her father's virtues. f 
FSypb. How does your tongue grow wanton in her praiſe! 
But on my knees I beg you wou' d conſider e—— 


Enter Marcia and Lucia. 


Jab. Hah! Syp bh v, is 't not ſhe !—ſhe moves this ml: 
And with her Lucia, "REED s fair daughter. 


My heart beate thick—I pr your Syphax, leave me. F 
_ 


M2. CA XD, 
Syþ4. Ten thouſand curſes faſten on em both 


Now will this woman with a fingle glance _ 
Undo what I've been lab ring all this while. (Exit: 


SCENE V. 
| Juba, Marcia, Lucia. 
"944. Hail, charming maid! how does thy beauty ſmooth 


The face of war, and make ev'n horror ſmile ! 
At ſight of thee my heart ſhakes off its ſorrows ; 
I feel a dawn of joy break in upon me, | 
And for a while forget th' approach of Cæſar. 
Mar. I ſhou'd'be griev'd, young prince, to Sik my 
preſence -. 
| Unbent your thoughts, and flacken'd 'em to arms, 
While warm with ſlaughter, our victorious foe x 
Threatens aloud, and calls you to the field. 
Jub. O Marcia, let me hope thy kind eee, 
And gentle wiſhes follow me to battle | 
The thought will give new vigour to my arm, 
Add ſtrength and weight to my deſcending ſword, 
And drive it in a tempeſt on the foe. 
Mar. My pray'rs and wiſhes always ſhall attend 
The friends.of Rame, the glorious cauſe of virtue, 
i And men approv'd of by the gods and Cato. 
8 |  Fub. That F uba may deſerve Ad en cares, 


III gaze for ever on thy godlike fathe 

. Tranſplanting, one by one, into my life 

. | His bright perfections, till I ſhine 1 ke him. 

| Mar. My father never at a time like this 

Wou'd lay out his great ſoul in words, od waſte | 

Such precious moments. | 3 BS 

ul. Thy reproofs are juſt, 

T Fam SN maid ; I'll haſten to my troops, : 

And fre their languid ſouls with Cato's virtue. 

| If e'er I lead them to the field, when all 

The war ſhall ſtand ranged in its juſt array, 

| And dreadful pomp : then will I think on thee ! 

_  Olovely maid, then will I think on thee ! 


And in the ſhock of yrs hoſts, remember 


What 


— 
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What glorious deeds ſnou'd oo the man, who ho 
For Marcia s love. | + it: 


SCENE VL. 
Lucia, Marcia, 


4 
Lac. Marcia, you re too ie 4 

How cou'd you chide the young good - natured Rice, 

And drive him from you with ſo ſtern an ai, 

A prince that loves and dotes on you to death ? * 
Mar. "Tis therefore, Lucia, that I e him from 


me. 
His air, his voice, his looks, and honeſt foul- | 117 
Speak all ſo movingly in his behalf, bun 
I dare nat truſt my ſelf to hear him talk. 2778680 


Luc. Why will you fight againſt ſo ſweet a paſſion, + 
And ſteel your heart to ſuch a world of charms ? 

Mar. How, Lucia, wou'dſt thou have me fink _ 
In pleaſing dreams, - and loſe my ſelf in love, 
When ev'ry moment. Cate's life's at ſtake ? 


Ce/ar comes arm'd with terror and revenge, | 
And aims his thunder at my father's head: 


Shou'd not the ſad occaſion ſwallow up 
My other cares, and draw them all into it ? 
Luc. Why have not I this conſtancy of mind, 
Who have ſo many griefs to try its force ? 
Sure, nature form'd me of her ſofteſt mould, 
Enfeebled all my ſonal with tender paſſions 
And ſunk me even below mine own: weak ſex: » 
Pity, and love, by turns oppreſs my heart. 
Mar. Lucia, diſburden all thy cares on me, iba A 
And let me ſhare thy moſt retired diſtreſs ; 
Tell me who raiſes up this conflict in thee ? 2 
Luc. I need not bluſh to name them, when I tell des 


Tr re Marcia's brothers, and the ſons of Cato. 


They both behold thee with their ſiſter's _ 
And often have reveal'd their paſſion to ne. 
* But tell me, whoſe addreſs thou favour moſt? x 
I long to know, and yet I dread to hear it. 


* Luc. Which is it Marcia wiſhes for ? 782 


B 2 Mar. 


*4 


— -- - 


The. fad effecis, that it . * on Marcus. | 
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Mar. For re 
et for both — the ouths Wh ſhare 
7 * arcia's wiſhes, and divide their 
But tell me, which of them is Lucia 8 he ? 

Luc. Marcia, they both are high in my eſteem, 
But in my love—why wilt thou make me name him ? 
Thou know'ſ it is a blind and fooliſh paſſion, 
Pleas'd and diſguſted with it knows nat what 


Mar. O Lacie, I'm perplex'd, O tell nie which 


| I muſt hereafter call my happy brother ? 
Tuc. WN 'twere' \Portias, could PO ANNA: 


3 Portins, 3 haſt fol'n away my ſoul * 


With what 4 [tenderneſs he loves 

And breathes the ſoſteſt, the fincereſt vows! 
Complacency, and truth, and manly ſweetneſs - - 
Dwelliiever:on his tongue, and e his 3 
Marcus is overwarm, his fond complaints 


Have ſo much earneſtneſs and paſſion in them, 


J hear him with a ſecret kind of horror, 
And tremble at his vehemence of temper. 
Mar. Alas poor youth how en thou throw him 
from the? 
Lucia, thou know ſt not half the love he bears thee ; 
Whene'er he {i of thee, * 5 
He ſends. out his ſoul in ev'ry word, i 


And thinks, and talks, and looks like one 


Unhappy youth} how. wilt thy coldneſs raiſe 
Tempeſts and ——— boſpm 1 
I dread the c 
Luc. You ſeem toplead th 
Againſt your brother Portius. 
Mar. Heav'n forbid! . 
Had Portinc been the unſucceſsful lover, 
"The ſame compaſſion wou'd have fall'n on him. 
Lic. Was ever virgin · love diſtreſt like mine ! 


DNiortiut himſolf oft falls in tears before me, 


As if he mourn'd his rival's ill tucceſs, | 2951 
Then bids me hide the motions of my heart, 7 
Nor ſhew which way it turns. So much he fears 


A 
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* Mar. He knows too well how eafily he's fred, 
And wou'd not plunge his brother in deſpair, 
© But waits for happier times, and kinder moments. 

* Luc. Alas, too late I find my ſelf involved 
In endleſs and lab of woe, 
* Born to affſict my Marcia s family, | 
And fow diſſention in the hearts of brothers, 
* Tormenting thought I it cuts into my foul.” - - 

Mar. Let us not, Lucia, aggravate our forrows, - 
But to the gods permit th' event of things. 
Our lives diſcolour'd with dur preſent woes, - 
May till grow bright and ſmile with happier hours. 

So the pure limpid ftream, when foul wah Rains 17 
Of ruſhing torrents and deſcending r. 
Works it ſelf clear, and us it runs, reines, 
'Till by degrees che floating mirrour mines . 
Reflects each flow'r chat on the border grows, N 
And a new heav'n in its tax boſom ſhews. [Excunt, 


ACT Il. SCENE J. 
The SBA... wat rag 


Rea 
Let us remember we are Cato friends, . 
And act like men who claim that glorious title. 
Luc. Cato will foon be here and to us 

Th" occaſion of our meeting. Hark | he comes! 


, trumpets. 


des the guardian gods of bas, did him Pe 
Enter Cato. 


4 Cato. Fathers, we once 2 ace met in council. 
£/ar's approach has ſummon'd us together, 
And Rome attends Her fate from our reſolves : 
How ſhall we treat this bold aſpiring man? 4 
Succeſs ſtill follows him, and backs his crimes : ' 
Phar ſalia gave im Rome, has fince —© 
Receiv d th yoke, and the v Me C: 

W by ſhould I mention * s overthrow, e 
| B 3 
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And Scipio's death ? Numidia's burning fande 
Still ſmoke with blood. Tis time we ſhould decree ' 
What courſe to take. Our foe advances on us, 

And envies us ev'n Libya's ſultry deſarts. "4 
Fathers, pronounce your thoughts, are they ſtill fixt 
To hold it out, and fight it to the laſt ? 
Or are your hearts ſubdu'd at length, and wrought 
By time and ill ſucceſs to a ſubmiſſion? 
Sempronius, ſpeak. ; 

Semp. My voice is ſtill for war. 
Gods, can a Roman ſenate long debate N 
Which of the two to chooſe, ſlav'ry or death ! Ac 
No, let us riſe at once, gird on our ſwords, | | 
And at the head of our remaining troops, 
Attack the foe, break through the thick array * _ + 
Of his throng'd e charge home upon him. 
Perhaps ſome arm, more lucky than the reſt, Iv 
May reach his heart, and free the world from bondage. 
Riſe, fathers, riſe ! tis Rome demands your help; 
Riſe, and revenge her ſlaughter'd citizens, 
Or ſhare their fate ! the corps of half her ſenate 
Manure the fields of The/aly, while we 
Sit here delib'rating in cold debates, 8 * 
If we ſhould ſacrifice our lives to honour, 
Or wear them out in ſervitude and chains. 4 
Rouſe up for ſhame ! our brothers of  Phar/alia - 
Point at their wounds, and cry aloud—to battle ! 
Great Pompey's ſhade complains that we are flow, 
And Sripio's ghoſt walks unrevenged amongſt us 
Cato. Let not a torrent of impetuous zeal | . 
Tranſport thee thus beyond the bounds of reaſon ; 
True fortitude is ſeen in great exploits 
That juſtice warrants, and that wiſdom guides, 
All elſe is tow'ring frenzy and diftraftion.- * 
Are not the lives of thoſe who draw the ſword 
In Rome's defence intruſted to our care? : 

Should we thus lead-them to a field of e e | 
Might nat th':impartial world with reaſon fay, 
We laviſh'd at our deaths the blood of thouſands, 
To grace our fall, and make our ruin glorious ? 


» a = 
| 5 | Lutius 


A 


Ready to riſe 


Lucius, we next would 180 8 your 8 5 
Luc: My thoughts I muſt confeſs are turn d om 2 f 

Already have our quarrels fill'd the world | 

With Clone and with orphans : Scytbia mourns 


Our guilty wars, and earth's remoteſt regions 
Lie half unpeopled by the feuds of Nm: 


Tis time to "heath the ſword, and ſpare mankind. ' 


It is not Cæſar, but the gods, my fathers, Fug 
The gods declare againſt us, and repel 

Our vain attempts. To urge the foe to battle, 
(Prompted by blind revenge and wild deſpair) _ 

Were to refuſe th* awards of providence, 

And not to reſt in heav'n's determination. 


Already have we'ſhewn our love to Rome, - 


Now let us ſhew ſubmiſhon to the gods. 

We took up arms, not to revenge ourſelves, - ' 

But free the commonwealth ; when this end fails, 

Arms have no further uſe : our country” s cauſe, 

That drew our ſwords, now wrelts em from our hands, 

And bids us not delight in Roman blood. 8 

as dwg ſhed ; What men could do. 

one already: heav'n and earth will witneſs, 


I Rome muſt fall, that we are innocent. 


Semp. This ſmooth diſcourſe and mild behaviour of 
Conceal a traitor —ſomething'whiſpers me 
All is not right—Cato, beware of Lucius. 
[ Afide to Cato 


Cato. Let us appear nor raſh nor diffident : 
Immod'rate valor ſwells into a fault; 
And fear, admitted into publick councils, ' 
Betrays like treaſon. Let us ſhun em both. 
Fathers, I cannot ſee that our affairs 
Are grown thus defp'rate, we have bulwarks at us; 
Within our walls are troops inured to toil . - 
In 2 heats, and ſeaſon' d to the fun; © 
Numidia's 8 kingdom lies behind us, 

at its young prince's call. 

While there is hope, do not diſtruſt the gots 
But wait at leaſt till Cæſar's near approach | 
Force us to yiew.” Twin never be too late. 
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To ſac for chains, and own a conguetor... 
Why ſhould Nome fall a moment e'er her time? 
No, let us draw her term of freedom out 


In its full length, and ſpin it to the laſt, 
So ſhall we gain ſtill one day's Hberty; 


And let me periſh, but in Cavo's judgment, 5 


A day, an bour of virtueus liberty, 
Is worth a whole ecernity in bondage, |. | 


Sunder . | 
Mee Perk dimen . gates | 


Lodg'd on my poſt, a herald is arrived 
From Cæſars camp, and with him comes old Duni, 


The Roman knight; he carries in his looks - 


Impatience, and demands to ſpeak with Cato. 
ato. By your permiſſion,' fathers, bid him enter. | 
=_ Marcus, 
Dacius was once my friend, but other proſpecis 
ye * thoſe ties, and bound him faſt a 
His me. ge ws eng ee. our en. | 


6 CE NE 1. | 
Decias, Cato. 
Dre. Ca/ar fends health to Cato— 


Cato. Cou'd he ſend it 
To Cato's ſlaughter d friends, it would be welcome. 


Are not your orders to addreſs the ſenate ? 


Dec. My buſineſs is with Caro ; Ceſar fees 
The ftraits, to which you're driven ; and, as he knows 
Carr's high worth, is anxious for your life. | 

Eato. My life is grafted on the fate of Rome : 
Wou'd he wy fg Cato ? Bid him fpare his country. 
Tell your dictator this: and tell him, Cato | 


Diſſdains a life, Which he has power to offer. 


Dec. Rome and her ſenators ſubmit to Car ; 
Her gen'rals and her confuls are no more, 
Who check d his conqueſts, and denied his triumphs. 
WO will not Cato be be thi ly 2 ? 


— 


Cato. 


4 


Cato. Thot very reaſons thou haſt urged, forbid . 
Dec. Cato, I've orders to | 


| And reaſon with you, as from friend to friend ; 


Think on the ſtorm that gathers o'er your hend, 
And threatens ev'ry hour to burſt upon it; 


Still may you ſtand high in your country's ITY - 


Do but phy hid make your peace with Cejar. - 

Rome will rejoice, and caſt ts eyes on Caro, 

As on the ſecond of mankind. | 
Cato. No more : 


I maſt not think of life on ſuch conditions. 


Dec. want is well acquainted with your virtues, 8 
And therefore ſets this value on your life: ; * 
Let him but know the price of ann. ; 
And name your terms. 8 + 
Cato. Bid him diſhand his legions, | 
Reſtore the commonwealth to liberty, 
Submit his actions to the publick cenſure, 
And ſtand the judgment of a Roman ſenate. 


Bid him do this, and Cato is his friend. 


Dec. Cato, the world talks loudly of your wiſdom — 

Cate. Nay more, tho” Cato's voice was ne'er employ's 
To clear the guilty, and to varniſh crimes, | _ 
My ſelf will mount the Rerum in his favour, - 
And ſtrive to gain his pardon from the people. 

Dec. A ſtile, like this, becomes a conqueror. 

Cato. Decius, a ſtile, like this, becomes a Roman. 

Dec. What is a e chat is Ceſur's foe? - '''\ 

Cato. Greater than Ce. he's a friend to virtue. 

Dec. Conſider Cato, you're in Unica, © a 
And at the head of your own little ſenate: 
You don'tnow thunder in the capitol, 
With all the mouths of Rome to ſecond you. | 

Cato. Let him conſider that, who drives: as dither; 
"Tis Cæſar's ſword has made Noms ſenate little, : 
And thin'd its ranks. Alas, thy dazaled e 
Beholds this man ina falſe glaring light, | 
Which conquelt and — have — upon Im 3 
Did'ſt thou but view him right, thou dſt fee him Baek 
With murder, treaſon, ha, ans and Cn, | 
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That ſtrike my ſoul with horror but to name em. 
I know thou look'ſt on me, as on a wretch N 
Beſet with ills, and cover d with misfortunes; 

But, by the gods I ſwear, millions of worlds? 
Shou'd never buy me to be like that Ce/ar. 
Dec. Do's Cato ſend this anſwer back to Cz/ar, 
For all his gen'rous cares, and proffer'd friendſhip .? 
Cato. His cares for me are inſolent and vain : 
Preſumptuous man ! the gods take care of Cato. þ 
Wou'd Cæſar ſhew the greatneſs of his ſoul? 
Bid him employ his care for theſe my friends, 
And make good uſe of his ill-gotten pow'r, — 
Hy ſheltring men much better than himſelf. 
ll Dec. Your high anconquer'd heart makes you forget | 
= You are a man. You ruſh on your deſtruction. | 

But I have done, When I relate hereafter | | 

The tale of this unhappy embaſly, 3 

All Rome will be in tears. [Exit Decius. 


SCENE III. 4 
>. Sempronivs, Lucius, Cato. 


Semp. Cato, we thank thee. 
The mighty genius of immortal Rome 
Speaks in thy voice, thy ſoul breathes liberty. 
Cæſar will ſhrink to hear the words thou utter 'ſt, 
And ſhudder in the midſt of all his conqueſts. 
Luc, The ſenate owns its gratitude to Cato, 
Who with ſo great a ſoul cunſults its ſafety, 
And guards our lives, while he neglects his own. va of 
'Semp. Sempronius gives no thanks on this account, 7 ! 
Lucius ſeems fond of life; but what is life ? 
Tis not to ſtalk about, and draw freſh air 
From time to time, or gaze upon the ſun ; 
*Tis to be free. When liberty is gone, 
Life grows inſipid, and has loſt it's reliſh. 
O cou'd my dying hand but lodge a ſword 
In Cæſar's boſom, and revenge my country, 
By heav'ns I could erjoy the pangs of death, 
And ſmile in agony. - 


— — 
a: "a 


Luc. Others perhaps _ 8 
May ſerve their country with as warm a zeal, 


Tho' 'tis not kindled into ſo much rage. 


Semp. This ſober conduct is a mighty. virtue -- 

In lukewarm patriots... s. * 
- Cato. Come! no more, Sempronius. 

All here are friends to Rene, and to each other. 


. 


Leet us not weaken ſtill the weaker fide, 


By our diviſions. 
Semp. Cato, my reſentments 
Are ſacrificed to Rome ſland reproved. 
Cato. Fathers, tis time you come to a. reſolve. 
Luc. Cato, we all go into your opimon. 
Cæſar's Behaviour has convinced the ſenate 
We ought to hold it out till terms arrive. ; 
Semp. We ought to hold it out till death; but, Cato, 
My private voice is drown'd amid the ſenate's. 15 
Cato. Then let us riſe, my friends, and ſtrive to fill 
This little interval, this pauſe of life, 
(While yet our liberty and ſates are dofbtful) 
With reſolution, friendſhip, Roman bravery, 


- And all the virtues we can crowd into it ; 


That heav'n may ſay it ought to be prolong'd. 
Fathers, fatewel—the young Numidian prince 
Comes forward, and expects to know our counſels. _ 
9 [ Exqunt Senators. 
1122S. 6EN-KAV... 
3 I, 
Cato, Juba, 


Cate. Juba, the Roman ſenate has reſolv d, 


Till time give better proſpects, ſtill to keep | 


The ſword unſheath'd, and turn its edge on Cæ .. 
Jub. The reſolution fits a Reman ſenate. 3 

But, Cat», lend me for a While thy patience, 

And condeſcend to hear a young man ſpeax. 

My father, when ſome days before his death 

He ordered me to march for Utica 5 

(Alas, I thought not then his death ſo near!) 


5 | | Wept 
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4 o'er me, preſt me in his aged bens, 
| , as his griefs gave way, my ſon, iaid W 
Whatever fortune ſhall befal thy father, 
Be Cato's friend; he'll train thee up to great 
And virtuous deeds : do but obſerve him well, 
Thou' lt 725 1. gon: or thouT't learn to bent 'em. ; 
Cato. Fuba, thy father was a worthy prince, 
And merited, alas! a better fate; © 
But heav'n thought otherwiſe.. 
Fub. My father's fate, d | 
In ſpite of "all the fortitude, that ſhines 3 
Before my face, in Cato's great example, 
Subdues my ſoul ; and fills my eyes with tears. | 
Cato. It is an honeff ſorrow, and becomes thee. 
Jb. My father drew reſpett from foreign climes: 
The kings of Af7ic# ſought him for their friend; 
Kings far remote; that rule as fame reports, 
Behind the hidden ſources of the Mie, 
In diſtant worlds, on th' other fide the fun : 
Oft have their black ambaſſadors appeared, 
Loaden with gifts, and fill'd the courts of W 
Cato. I am no ſtranger to thy father's greatneſs ! 


Jub. 1 would not boaſt the greatneſs of my father, 
But point out new alliances to Cate, 
Had we not better leave this Lisa, 


To arm Numidia in our cauſe, and court 
Th' aſſiſtance of my father's pow'rful friends? 
| Did they know Cato, our remoteſt kings 

WMWou'd pour embattled multitudes about him; 
Their ſwarthy hoſts wou'd darken all our pains, 
Doubling the native horror of the war, 

And making death more grim. 
Cato. And can 'ſt thou think 
Cato will fly before the ſword of Ceſar 4 
Reduced like Hannibal to ſeek relief | 5, 

From court to court, and wander up and down, oh 
A vagabond in Africk / K 8 
| Fub. Cato, perhaps ON 

I'm too officious, but my forward cares 
Wou' d fain preſerve a life of ſo much value. 


l My 


My hear heart is wounded, when I ſee ſuch virtue 
by the weight of ſuch misfortunes. 
Cato. noblenel of foul obliges me. 
But know, Ld prince, that valour ſoars above 


What the world calls misfortune and affliction. 


Theſe are not ills ; elſe wou'd they never fall 


On heav'n's firſt fay'rites, and the beſt of men: 
The Gods, in bounty, «ys ere 7 


That give mankind occaſion to exert 
Their hidden ftrength, and throw out into 
Virtues which ſhun the day, and lie conceal'd 
In the ſmooth ſeaſons and the calms of life. 
Jab. I'm charm'd whene'er thou talk'ſt } I pant for 
virtue 
And all my ſoul endeavours at perfection. 

Cato. Bod thou love watchings, abſtinence, and wil 
Laborious virtues all? Learn them from Cato : 
Succeſs and fortune muſt thou learn from Ceſar. 

Jub. The beſt good fortune that can fall on Tuba, 
The whole ſucceſs, nenn 
Depends on Cato. 

Cato. What does Fuba ſay 2. 


Thy words confound ma.. 


Jub. I would fainretralt them; 
Gire dem me back again. They aim'd at nothing. - 


Cate. Tell me thy wy vn young prince ; make not 
We | 


. Ob. they re extraragant ; 


Still * me kids them. 


Cato. What can Juba alk . 
That Cate will refuſe ! 
Jub. I fear to name it. 
Marcia —inherits all her father's virtues. J. 
Cato. What wou dſt thou ſay ? x 
Fub. Cate, thou haſt a daughter. 


Cato. Adieu. young prince : I wou d not bear a word. | 


Shou'd'leſſen thee in my eſteem : remember 

The hand of fate is over us, and: heav'n 

Exacts ſeverity from all our thoughts: 

It is not now a time to talk of aught ; 

Bat chains, or conqueſt ; liberty, cr death. [Exit. 
| | . SCENE 
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SCENE V. 


Syphax, Juba. 


$yp. How's this, my princd ! ! what, cover'd with 
ns ? 
T0 look as erp ſtern philoſopher . 
Had juſt now chid you. 
Fub. Syphax, I'm undone ! ; 
Syph. I know it well. 
ub. Cato thinks meanly of me. 
Il. And ſo will all mankind. 
Fub. T've opened to him 
The weakneſs of my foul, my love for Marcia. 
© Syph. Cato's a proper perſon to intruſt | 
A 3 with. 
Fab. Oh, I could pierce my heart, 
My fooliſh heart | was ever wretch like Fube / 
Soph. Alas, my prince, how are you changed of late ! 
I've known young F«ba riſe before the ſun, 
To beat the thicket where the tiger flept, 
Or ſeek the lion in his dreadful haunts : 
How did the colour mount into your cheeks, 
When firſt you rous d him to the chaſe ! I've ſeen you, 
Ev'n in the Libyan dog-days, hunt him down, 
Then charge him cloſe, provoke him to the rage 
Of fangs and claws, IT ſtooping from your Weng 
Rivet the panting ſavage to the ground. 
Fab. Pr'ythee, no more | 
N76 How would the old king ſmile 
you weigh the paws, when tipp'd with gold, 
| Aol throw the 12 ſpoils about your ſhoulders! 
Jab. Syphax, chis old man's talk (tho — flow d 
In ev'ry word) wou'd now loſe all its ſweetneſs, 
Cato's diſpleas'd, and Marcia loſt for ever | 
© $yph. Young prince, I.yet cou'd give you good advice, 
Marcia might till be yours. | 
Jab. What ſay'ſt thou, Syphax 5 | 5 
By heav'ns thou turn'ſt me all into attention. 8 
Spb. Marcia might ſtill be yours. 70 


| CAE 

Jab. As how, dear Syphax ? | 
Sypb. Juba 1 Numidia's hardy troops, 

Mead on ſteeds, unuſed to the reſtraint 
Of curbs or bits, and fleeter than the winds : 1 5 
Give but the word, we'll ſnatch this damſel op. 

And bear her off. 

Fub. Can ſuch diſhoneſt thought 2 
Riſe up in man ! wou'dft thou ſeduce my 108 
To do an act that wou'd deſtroy my honour ? 

$yphb, Gods I couid tear my beard to hear you talk! 
Honour's a fine imaginary notion, 

That draws in raw and unexperienced men 
22 rs miſchiefs, while they hunt a ſhadow. 
Would'ſ thou degrade thy prince into a 

Tl The boaſted anceſtors of theſe great mn, 
Whoſe virtues you'admire, were all ſuch ruffians. 
| This dread of nations, this almighty 1 Rome, 

That comprehends in her wide empire's bounds 
All under heav'n, was founded on à rape, | 

Your $Scipio's, Cæſar s, 8 8, and your Cats's, 
(Theſe gods on earth) are all the ſpurious brood 
Of violated maids, of raviſh'd Sabines. 

Fab. Syphax, I fear that hoary head of thine 
Abounds too much in our Namidiax wiles. 

Syph. Indeed, my prince, you want to know the warns. 
You have not read mankind, your youth admires  * 
The throws and ſwellings of a Reman ſoul, BETS Wt.” 

Cato's bold flights, th' extravagance of virtue. L 
Fab. If knowledge of the world makes man * 
ous, 
May Juba ever live in ignorance ! 

Sypb. Go, go, you're you 

7b, Gods, mal | inely bear 
This arrogance unanſwer'd ! thou'rt a traitor. 

A falſe old traitor. 2 | 

724. I have gone too far. [ Hide. 

1b. Cato ſhall know the baſeneſs of thy ſoul. 

Spb. I muſt appeaſe this florm, or periſh.in-it. [ Agde. 
Young prince, behold theſe lo:ks that are grown white 
Beneath a helmet in your ſather's battles. | 

Jub. Thoſe locks ſhall ne'er protect thy inſo! — 1 

* 
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\\  Syph. Maſt one raſh word, th“ infirmity of age, 
Throw down the merit of " better years ? 
This the reward of a whole life of ſervice! ; 
— Curſe on the boy ! how ſteadily he hears me ! [ 4/ide, 
Jub. Is it becauſe the throne of my fore-fathers  - 
Still ſtands unfill'd, and that Numidia's erown 
Hangs doubtful yet, whoſe head it ſhall ineloſe, 
Thou thus preſumeſt to treat thy prince with ſcorn ? 


Spb. Why will you rive my heart with ſuch expreſi- 
Er 


Ons ' 
Does not old Syphax follow you to war ? | 
What are his aims? why does he load with darts 
His trembling hand, and cruſh beneath a -caſk 
His wrinkled-brows ? what is it he aſpires to? 
Is it not this ? to ſhed the flow remains, 
5 His laſt poor ebb of blood in your defenee? 
Jub. Syphax, no more ! I would not hear you talk. 
Syph. Not hear me talk ! what, when my faith to Jula, 
My royal maſter's ſon, is call'd in queſtion? | 
My prince may ſtrike me dead, and I'll be dumb: 
| But whilſt I live I muſt not hold my tongue, 
| And languiſh out old age in his diſpleaſare. 
| Fub. Thou know'ſt the way too well into my heart, 
I do believe thee loyal to thy prince, 1 
| - » Sypb. What greater inſtance can I give ? I've offer d 
Io do an action, which my ſoul abhors, | 
And gain you whom you love at any price. | 

7 Wa this thy motive? I have been too haſty. 

 Syph. And tis for this my prince has call'd me traitor. 

Fab. Sure thou miſtakeſt ; I did not call thee ſo. 

Syph. You did indeed, my prince, you call'd me traitor, 
Nay, further, threaten'd you'd complain to Cate: 

Of what my prince, wou'd you complain to Cato ? 
That Syphax loves you, and wou'd ſacrifice 252 
His life, nay more, his honour in your ſervice. 

Fub. Syphax, 1 know thou lov'ſt me; but indeed, 
Thy zeal for Juba carried thee too far. 
Honour's a ſacred tie, the law of kings, 

The noble mind's diſtinguiſhing perfection, f 

Tbat aids and ſtrengthens virtue, where it meets her, 

And imitates her actions, where ſhe is not: *© , 
1 
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It ought not to be ſported with. 
Hob. By heav'ns e NY 
I'm raviſh'd when you talk thus, tho' you chide me! 
Alas, I've hitherto been uſed to think - | 
A blind officious zeal to ſerve my king 
The ruling principle, that ought-to burn 
And quench all others in a ſubject a heart. 
5 155 the people, who preſerve their honour 
By the ſame duties, that oblige their prince E 
- Tub. Sythax, thou now begin ſt to ſpeak thy fel, ' 
Naumidia's grown a ſcorn among the nations 
For breach of publick vows. Our Punich faith 
Is infamous, and branded to a proverb. | 
Syphax, we'll join our cares, to-putge away 
Our country's crimes, and clear her reputation. 
Syph. Believe me, prince, you make old ax weep, 
To hear you talk— but 'tis with tears of joy. N 
If e er your father's crown adorn your browe, 
Numidia will be bleſt by Cato s lectures. 
Jiub. Syphex, thy hand ! we'll mutually forget 
The warmth of youth, and frowardneſs of age: | 
Thy prince eſteems thy worth, and loves thy perſon, 
If Cer the ſcepter comes into my hand, : 
Syphbax ſhall ſtand the ſecond in my kingdom. 
Spb. Tay will you overwhelm my age with kind - 
| nels? | N 
My joy grows burdenſome, I han't ſupport it. 
Jub. Hebes, farewgl. I'll hence, and try to find 
Some bleſt occaſion that may ſet me ri 6 '$ 
In Cato's thoughts; Ad rather have that man 


Approve my deeds, han worlds for my admirers. [Exit * 


EY 


=o / Syphax e. 


| 3 l 
Voung men ſqbn give, and ſoon forget affronts ; 
Old age is flow/in — falſe old traitor ! 

Thoſe words,/raſh boy, may chance to coſt thee dear. 
1 { fill ſome fooliſh n 

ce tis gone: I give it to the winds: 
Cæſar, Vm wholly thin | 


SCENE 
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Spb. All hail, Senmproniu! ß 
Well, Cato's ſenate is reſol vd to wait 
The fury of a ſiege, beſore it yields. | 225 
Semp. Syphax, we both were on the verge of fate: 
Lucius declared for peace, and terms were offerd 
To Cato by a meſlenger from Cæſar. 
Shou'd they ſubmit, ere our deſigns are ripe, 
We both mult periſh in the common wreck, 
Loſt in a gen'ral undiſtinguiſſit ruin. 
2 But how ſtands Cato + 
| emp. Thou haſt ſeen mount Atlas: 
While ſtorms and tempeſts thunder on its brows, 
And oceans break their billows at its feet, 
It ſtands unmoved, and glories in its height. 
Such is that haughty man; his tow'ring ſoul, 
*Midft all the ſhocks and injuries of fortune, 
Riſes ſuperior, and looks down on Cæſar. 
FSyob. But what's this meſſenger ? | — 
Semp. I've practis'd with him, ; 
And found a means to let the victor know 
That Sypbax and Sempronius are his friends. 
But let me now examine in my turn: 
Is Jaba fixt ? | 
Sypb. Yes, — but it is to Cato. | 
I've try'd the force of ev'ry reaſen on him, 
Sooth'd and eareſs'd, been angry, ſooth'd again, 
Laid ſafety, life, and int'reſt in his ſight, 7 P, 
But all are vain, he ſcorns them all for Cato. | 
Semp. Come, 'tis no matter, we ſhall do without him. 
He'll make a pretty figure in a. triumph, 
And ſerve to trip before the victor's chariot. . 
Syphax, I now may hope thou haſt forſook _ 
Thy Fuba's cauſe, and wiſheſt Marcia mine. 
* ſhe be thine as faſt as thou would'd have 
er 


Sep. Syphex, I love that woman; tho“ I curſe 


- 


| G 29 
Oy ſelf, yet ſpite of me I love her. 
ake Cato ſure, and give up Utica, 

01 will ne'er refuſe thee ſuch a trifle. _ 
But are thy troops prepar'd for a revolt ? 
Does the ſedition catch from man to man, Vers 
* run among their ranks ? Amel 
| All, alt is ready; 
The a&ious leaders are our friends, that rep 
Murmurs and diſcontents among the Soldiers. 
They count their toilſome marches, long fatigues, 
Unuſual faſtings, and will bear no more 
This medley, of philoſophy and war. | 5 8 
Within an hour they'll ſtorm the ſenate houſe. 

Spb. Mean while I'll draw up my Numidian troops 
Within the ſquare, to exerciſe their arms, 
And, as I ſee occaſion, favour thee. | 
I laugh to think how your unſhaken Cats | 
Will look aghaſt, while unforeſeen deſtruction 
CORP? in vpon him thous from every fide. 
Dd, where our wide Numidian waſtes extend, 


den, th' impetuous hurricanes deſcend,  _ 
Wheel pou the air, in circling eddies play, 


— > the ſands, and ſweep whole — away. 
Tis helpleſs traveller, with wild ſu 
Sees the dry deſart all around him 8 
And ſmother'd in the duſty whirlwind dies, | 
[Exeunt. , 
ACT I. SCENE 1 
: | 5 Marcus and Portius. 
Marc. T Hanks to my fars I have not — 
25 about 


The wilds of life, ere I could find a friend ; 

Nature firſt pointed out my Portius to me, 

And early taught me, by her ſecret force, 

To love thy perſon, ere I knew thy merit; 

Till what was inftin&, grew up into friendſhip. - + 
Perg. Marcus, the friendſhips of the world are oft 
Confed”racies in vice, or leagues of pleaſure ; | 


Ourd has ſevereſt virtue for its baſis, 8 
And 


» þ as. 2 


F bon 11 


r 


i And ſuch a friendſhip ends not but with life? oo 
| _—_ CIT ENT Pas all its weak. 
Then pr'ythee ſpare me on its tender fide, 
| | Indulge me but m love, my other 
| Shall riſe and fall by virtues niceſt rules. 
Por. When love's well-timed, tis not a fault to love; / 
The ſtrong, the brave, the virtuous, and the wife 
Sink in the ſoft captivity together. | 
I would not urge thee to diſmiſs thy 
(I know were vain) but to ſuppeets its force, 
Till better times may make it look more graceful, 
ee Alas; _ _ 4 ꝗ— one _ never felt | 
Th' impatient thro gs of a ſoul, : 5A 
That pants, and reaches after diſtant good; 
A lover does not live by yulgar time: 
Believe me, Portius, in my Lucia's abſence 
Life hangs upon me, and becomes a burthen ; 
And yet, when 1 behold the charming maid, 
I'm ten times' more undone; while hope and fear, 
And grief, and rage, and love, riſe up at once, 
And with variety of pain diftrat me. 
Por. What canthy 1 do to give thee n 
Marc. Portius, thou oſt enjoy 'ſt the fair one's preſence: 
Then undertake my cauſe, and plead it to her 
4 With all the ſtrength and heat of eloquence, 
| Fraternal love and friendſhip can inſpire. 
Tell her, thy brother languiſhes to death, 
And fades away, and withers in his bloom ; 
That he forgets his ſleep, and loaths his food, 
That youth, and health and war are joyleſs to him : #4 
Deſcribe his anxious days, and reſtleſs nights, ! 
And all the torments that thou ſee'ſt me ſuffer. 155 
Por. Marcus, 1 beg thee give me not an office, 
That ſuits with me ſo ul. Thou know'ſt my temper. 
Marc. Wilt thou behold me ſinking in my woes? 
| And wilt thou not reach out a friendly arm, 
To raiſe me from amidſt this plunge of forxows ? 
Por. Marcus, thou can't not aſk what I'd refuſe. 
But here believe me I've a thouſand reaſons— 
Marc. I know thou'lt ſay my paſſion's out of _ 


6 NOT. O. 
4 That Cate's great example and 

Shou'd both conſpire to drive it Gam e thought 
But what's all. this to ane who. loves 
Oh Portius, Portins, from my ſoul I wiſh 
Thog didſt but know thy felf what 'tis to love! 
Then wou'dit thou pity and-afliſt thy brother. 

Por. What ſhould I do | if did my Paten 
Our friendſhip's at an end: if I conceal it, 
The world will call me a falſe friend and brother. - 


Marc. But ſee where Lacks, N 


Amid the cool of yon high marble arch, 
Enjoys the naon-day-breeze ! obſerve. her Portis / 
That face, that ſhape, thoſe eyes, that rt 
Obſerve her well, and 8 . 

Por. She ſees us and advances | 

Marc. I'll withdraw, 
And leave you for a while. Remember, 5 


Thy brother's life depends upon thy tapgue- | U 
SCENE IL 


Lucia, Pontius. ef] OS e: 


Fa. "Dia noe L fee your hrother Meri cx here ? 
Why did he fly the place, and ſhun my preſence ? 
Por. Oh, Lucia, language is too faint to hew 

His rage of. love ; it preys upon his life f 

He pines, he ackens. he d he dies: 

His paſfions and his virtues lie confuſed, - - 

And mixt together in {6.wild a tumplt,  - 

That the whole man is quite dishgur'd. in bim. 

Heav'ns ! would one think 'twere ppſſible fas loye | 

To make ſuch ravage in Wipro» ob! | | 

Oh, Lecia, I'm diſtxeſs'd heart bleeds for din 1 

Ev'n now, while thus L ſtand eie thy preſence, | 

A ſeeret damp of grief comes o'er my thoughts, 

And I'm — y, tho; thou ſmileſt upon me. ' 
Lac: How wilt thou guard, thy: honour, in the ock 


Wr r en, b , 
Think 


— 


— —— —— ͤ— _ 


70 


* 


t 


* 


Think how the nuptial tie that might enſure 
- Our mutual bliſs, would raiſe to ſach a height 


Thy brother's pgriefs, as might perhaps deſtroy him. 
or. Alas, poor youth f whe | del thou ink, my 
e, ; ENT 
His gen'rous open, undeſigning heart 
Has bege'd his rival to ſolicit for him: 
Then do not ſtrike him dead with a denial, 
But hold him up in life, and cheer his ſoul 
With the faint glimm'ring of a doubtful hope : 
Perhaps when we have paſs'd theſe gloomy hours, 


And weather'd out the ſtorm that beats upon us 


Luc. No, Portius, no! I ſee thy ſiſter's tears, 
Thy father's anguiſh, and thy brother's death, 
In the purſuit of our ill-fated loves. | 
And, Portius, here I ſwear, to heav'n I ſwear, 

To beav'n, and all the powers that judge mankind, 
Never to mix my plighted hands with thine, 
While ſuch 'a cloud of miſchiefs hangs about us, - 
But to forget our loves, and drive thee out 

From all my thoughts, as far—as I am able. 

Por. What haſt thou ſaid ! I'm thunder- ſtruck —recal 
Thoſe haſty words, or T am loſt for ever. | 
Tuc. Has not the vow already paſs'd my lips? 

The gods have heard it, and 'tis ſeal'd in heav'n. 


May all the vengeance, that was ever pour'd 


On perjur'd h o'erwhelm me, if I break it! 
3 D. 

Por. Fixt in aſtoniſhment, I gaze upon thee; : 

Like one juſt blaſted by a ſtroke from heav'n, | 

Who pants 8 and ſtiffens, yet alive, 

In dreadful looks : a monument of wrath! - 


LCuac. At length I've ated my ſevereſt part, 
I feel the woman breaking in upon me, 


And melt about my heart ! my tears will flow: 
But oh I'll think no more !'the hand @f fate 


Flas torn thee from me, and I muſt forget the. 


Hor. Hard-hearted, cruel maid | 


Tuc. Oh flop thoſe ſounds, | 


© Thoſe killing ſoutids'! why doſt thou frown upon me'? 
£ My blood runs cold, my heart forgets to heave, | 


— 


— 


* 


. 


2 | R 
And life itſelf goes out at 1 ens N 
The gods forbid us to indulge our loves, 
© But oh! I cannot bear thy hate and live [ | 

Por. Talk not of love, thou never RIG force: 
© I've been deluded, led into a dream, . 
Of fancied bliſs. O Lucia, cruel maid ! | 
Thy dreadful vow, loaden with death, ftill ſounds 

In my ſtunn d ears. What ſhall I ſay ordo? 
Quick, let us part ! perdition's in thy preſence, - 
And horror dwells about thee I— ha, ſhe: faints I 
* Wretch that I am | what has my raſhneſs done ! 
Lucia, thou injur'd innocence ! thou beft 
And lovehy'ſt of thy ſex ? awake, my Lucia, 
Or Portius ruſhes on his ſword to join thee. 


Fler imprecations reach not to the tomb, 


They ſhut not out ſociety in death. | 
© But hah ! ſhe moves | life wanders up and down 
© Through all her face, and lights up-ev'ry charm. 
* Luc. O Portius, was e 


„That lives upon thy ſmiles I to call in doubt 


The faith of one expiring at thy feet, 

That loves thee more than ever woman lov'd! 
What do I ſay ? my half recover'd ſenſe - 

« Forgets the vow in which my ſoul _ 

Deſtruction ſtands betwixt-us ! we 

Ws eee the word, my fri — bene 
* And ſtartle into madneſs at the ſound. 

Lac. What wou'dft thou have me do ? conſider well 
The train of ills our love wou'd draw behind it.” 
Think, Portizs, think thou ſeeſt thy dying brother 
Stabb d at his heart, and all beſmear d with blood, 
Storming at heav'n and thee ! thy awful fire | 
Sternly demands the cauſe, th — cauſe. - 
That robbs him of his ſon ! poor Marcia trembles, 
Then tears her hair, and frantick in her griefs 
Calls out on Lucia / what could Lucia anſwer, 

Or how ftand up in ſuch a ſcene of ſorrow ? 

or. To my confuſion, and eternal grief, 
I muſt approve the ſentence that deſlroys me, 
e ne A 


e AT 0. 


— 
* Has r thou more F 
Mort amiable, and riſeſt in thy charms. . elf. 


Lovely'.of women I heav'n is in thy foul, © "Rm": 
Beauty and virtue ſhine for ever round thee, - % oh 
Bright'ning eachother |: thou art all divine 2 

Lr. FPertius, nd more f thy words hoot ths". 


heart, 
Melt my reſolves, nds foes: 
Why 'are r : 
Why f thy. heart ? why Na mfr 
row? 
It ſoftens ane foes, my Pontius, St 


Farewel, tho' death is in the word; for ever? 
Por. Stay, ſoaks ep her den vor? 
Luc. Have I not. ſworn? if Portius, thy ſucceſs - 

Muſt throw thy brother on his fate, farewel, | 

Oh, how ſhall I repeat the word | for ever | 
Par. ener a op td unſteady flame 

Hangs 1 ring Ga. int, leaps off by fits, N 

And falls again, as lot rats hel. 

— Thou muſt not go, my foul All hovers o'er thee | 

And can't get looſe. 3s 

„ the firm Portiue ſhake | HAIGH GC „ 

| To hear of parting, think what Lucie ſuffers ! N 
111 Her. Ti true ; unruſſied and ſerene. I've met 
I The common accidents of life, but here | 


Such an unlook'd-for ſtorm of ills falls on ls! 91 
Is beats down all my ftrength, Fami, pe 


| We maſt not part. | E 
Luc. What daf thou ſay ? not part ? 
Haſt thou forgot the vow that I have — 65 
Are there not heav'ns, and gods, and thunder o'er us? 
But ſee, thy brother Marcus bends this way { FR 

I ſicker at the ſight. Once more, farewel, 

I Farewel, and know: thou wrong'ſt me, if thou think'® 
Ever was love, eb ke mine. Len. 
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Fortune, thou now haſt made amends for all e 
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As with a hurriance of zeal er | 

And virtuous ev'n to madneſsy— 1 by 
Cato. Truſt me, Lucius, 

Our civil diſcords n crimes, 

Such monſtrous crimes, I am ſurprized at ge 

—O Lucizs, I am fick of this bad world ! 14 

The day-light and the ſun painful to me. | | 

Enter ms. 
But ſee where Portis comes | what means this haſte? 
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Por. My heart is griev'd, His f r 
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To the ſouth gate, ——— the amtcl? J 
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He toſt his arm aloft, and proudly told me, 
He would not ſtay and periſh like — 1: 100 
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Of Cz/ar's ſlaves, or b A baſe ſubmiſſion 
Give up the cauſe of Rome, and own a tyrant ? 
Luc, The victor never will impoſe on Cato 
Ungen' rous terms, His enemies confeſs / 
The virtues of humanity are Cæſars. 
Cato. Curſe on his virtues! they've undone his any. 
Such popular humanity is treaſon— 
But ſee young: J the good youth appears | 
Full of the guilt of his petfidious ſubjects. 
15 Alas, por as his fate deſerves compuſion 
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Of my falſe countrymen ?: e 0 
Cato. Alas, youn prince, | 
Falſhood and fraud ſhoot up in ev'ry ſoil, d 
3 The roduct of all climes—Rome has i Ceſare. xs. 8:4 
70. "Tis gen xous thus to comfort. the difireſs'd. | ** 1 
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Full in my ſight, that I may view at leiſfure 
The bloody coarſe; and count thoſe glorious wounds. 
————How beautiful is desth, when earn d 1 
Who would not be that youth? what pity is it 
That we ag ring bor to ſerve. our country! 
——— W h $s this ſadneſs on your braws, my "OR P 
I ſhou'd have bluſh'd if Care's houſe had ſtood. pie aff 
Secure, and flouriſhd in a civil war. 
———Portius, behold thy brother, and remember 27 
Thy life is not thy own, when Rome yr arts 5 
Jub. Was ever man like nen Aare J 
Cato. Alas my friends . An Jen 
Why mourn ya ches? ler u e Jo 
Afflict your hearts. Tis Nom- requ res our et u 
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The nurſe of heroes, che delight of gods, 

That humbled the proud rants of the earth, 

And ſet the nations free, is no more. 
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U left him nought to conquer bat his 1 
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Mankind enflayed, and de aſham'd of empire. | 
Cato. Ceſar aſhamed has not be ſeen Pharſalia „ 
Luc. Cate, tis time thou ſave thy ſelf and as. 
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Whate er was done againſt him, Cato did it. 
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| Ceſar never ſhall:appoach us more. 

al) 01 $154 66% bros: [Printing to: ba dead fm: 

There the brave youth, with love ee ee 

Who greatly in hi dect re 10 a 11 

A — firm patriot there 

\ Tho All a mn 
full, by 7 rice —ů * 

\ Shall nd the zer rar: laboar mas not br i t. 


wh Suro 219%. $ 94296 4 

„1 4 toÞ 388 19431 2 313-1 

My et an :284,,vawr-vt al Het eng v4 F 

EY ti orb ore bite 979 S941 wor: 

; APY, Ty [YOUNG 4 GGC em vod: tw 

| # 111 t9 45:18 tals + [ 
ey do wn in b owes 


44 44 Sy AA 644 ENG SRL, HE HG 146 1 


nos Agt fo god: {no} E 1363 my env) 


A Cc T Vai 890. Lend NT 


It 2 ag} doch won : toihel bas dd aten W 


Cato ſolus, i. "in pogo pober bis band? 
Plato's book on 7 — cones, 
"Jp a the table'by bins E t e vm o 


bees mnwo ei Zain biiot-tobas> 1g S S197 W 

" maſt be ſo— l, thou reuſoniſt well !|- b-A 

Elſe whence this plealivg hope; this-fond deſite, al 

This longing after imwmertality-? 40m] ee ovil id 
Or whence this ſecret dread;- and/inward horror, in97ng9 
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But thou ſhalt flouriſh in immortal youth, 

Unhurt amidſt the war of elements, 

The s of matter, and the cruſh of 4 1 
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Cato. Thou haſt | oh 2 
Weep not, my fon er be well again, oo q 
The righteous Gods whom I have Sinn to . 
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Thy father will not act what mis 4 K | 
But, go my ſon, and ſee if avght be wanting | 
Among thy father's friends ; ſee them embark'd ; 
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ſoul is quite weigh'd down with care, and aſks ; 
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Por. My thoughts are mare at caſe, my | beart revives. 
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